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THE STORY OF ROYAL AiR FORCE BOMBER COMMAND IN 
THE SECOND WORLD WAR IS A STORY OF FINE NEW 
AIRCRAFT AND OF MEN —— YOUNG MEN FROM ALL WALKS 
OF te CLERKS, BARRISTERS, SHOP ASSISTANTS, UNIVERSITY 


STUDE , WHO LAID ASIDE THEIR PENS, THEIR BOOKS, AND 
THE TOOLS OF THEI TRADE, AND BECAME AIRCREWS OFA 
GREAT ARMADA OF FLYING MACHINES. FOR A FEW BRIEF 
YEARS THESE MEN IN THEI THOUSANDS RODE SKY HIGH 
THROUGH DANGER AND SUDDEN DEATH — AND NOW THEIR 
GREAT ACHIEVEMENTS A@E HISTORY, AND MANY STORIES ABOUT 
THEM ARE WAITING TO BE TOLD.... 


PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED 





ChaplerT. TAKEN OFF FivING 


NA ne IN WOOD BOT nO THAT JIMMY GREGG, A WELSH CAMERA MAN WHO HAD 
bral rsrrgioe eh A GRITISH NEWSPAPER, AND SUDDENLY BEALISED TWAT 


GE OF UGE TO_HIG HOME 
HIS JO@ AT THE STUDIO, AND MADE ARRAN 
FOR BRITAIN BY THE FASTEST Uc eetbawstace HE COULD GET.. 


T'S TIME | GOT Sh or Bee 
YOU AROUND SOME DA 





LEAVING LOS ANGELES, JIMMY CROSSED THE CONTINENT OF AMERICA BY EXPRESS 
TRAIN — AND HE WAS MET IN NEW YORK BY THE FRIEND WHO HAD ARRANGED 


Mp 


LISTEN, CHUM— THIS WAR 
IS GOING TO SPREAD! I'LL LAY 
x / A DOLLAR TO A DIME THAT THE | 
A/ UNITED STATES WILL BE FIGHTING 
INSIDE A YEAR— SO I'M GOING 

TO PULL MY WEIGHT NOW! 

LET'S GET MOVING — THE 
SUNDERLAND’S WAITING | 


THREE HOURS LATER, THE HUGE SUNDERLAND FLYING BOAT, WITH JIMMY : 
GRE AMONG ITS PASGENGERS, WAS LIFTING OUT OF THE WATERS OF |-*.". 
THE HUDSON RIVER. ... oe 





ia NECRAPT TO CROSS 16 ATLANTIC IN WARKTIME WAS A 
HAZARDOUS ACVE PNG _WANGE MAWAULELS OF THE LU 
PROWLED Lis VET Sy WASTES. THE SUNDERLAND, FLYIN 


HT Ane STRAY ARCVE BHOK BEEN PN ROUTE FOR: 6 HOURS 
~/ : an ING CRACKLE IN ie WECEVERS.. 
_ —_—_—___¥f 
Our LUCK'S OuT— 
IF_ WE RUN INTO A HEINKEL 


WE_WON'T STAND AN EARTHLY / 
PERHAPS WE OUGHT a vere 


WHAT'S THE POINT ? 
WE'LL STILL HAVE TO RUN THE 
GAUNTLET FROM USBON—AND IT ¥ 
WOULD ONLY LENGTHEN Our FLIGHT BN 
TIME. KEEP STRAIGHT 


GUT THE PRESENCE OF THE SUNDERLAND HAD ALREADY BEEN DETECTED SY THE ' 
NEW RADIO LOCATION DEVICE IN THE NOSE OF A PROWUNG HEINKEL I..... 


J 
ENGLUSH FLYING 
BOAT / 





THE MARAUDER SWEPT IN UPON THE TAIL OF ITS LUMGERING VICTIM... 


BUT THE HEINKEL HAD BEEN SPOTTED 
TOO LATE-——-AND AS THE SUNDERLAND 
PILOT PUSHED THE STICK DESPERATELY 
FORWARD, A Better OF CANNON SH 
SLAMMED INTO THE FLYING BOAT’S HULL— 


TANKS ANO PASSENGER 


WITH FLAMING FUEL TANKS, AND 

SHATTERED WINGS AND RUDDER, TH 

SUNDERLAND LOST AIRSPEED AND 
UNCONTROLLABLE 


denies INTO AN 





TO _UIMMY. eke: IN Ala Bon S bey CABIN OF THE 
STRICKEN FLYING BOAT, IT SEEM oa AS IF THE WORLD 
WAS GPINNING INTO PIECES. 





FOOLS OPEN THAT HATCH 

WE'LL SINK LIKE A STONE! 

THERE'S A LUIFE RAFT IN 
THE REAR LOCKER —AND 
A HATCH IN THE TAIL / 


RISKING HIS O LIFE, GREGG GOT THE LAST 
MAN OUT— ANO AS HE ere INT THE 





BUT THE SURVIVORS WERE NEARER LANO THAN THEY REALISED — FOR: THE 
SUNDERLAND HAD BEEN HALF AN HOUR’S FLIGHT FROM IRELAND. I(T WAS FIVE 
HOURS LATER THAT GREGG SUDDENLY SAW 


THEIR aa WAS IN, ALL RIGHT-——-FOR IT WAS A ee ti Leto CRUISING IN 
COASTAL WATERS Sooo FE-RAFT’S FLARES, IT 
CHANGED Course — 


WE_CAN MANAGE 
TO GET Taecrrr ALL. RIGHT, 
CAPT: THANKS FOR 
SMOKE 


YOU SOUND UKE 
A WELSHMAN —— WE 
THOUGHT AT 





THE TRAWLER TOOK THE CRASH CHANCE WOULD HAVE IT, THE 
RECHUTING OFFICER? WAS 'AN 
CHARACTER —— 


LEASANT 
WAS IN FOR A SURPRIGE 


eget Rees! STORY. YOU 
BEEN DOOGING THE ISSUE IN 


Web vou se 'VE COME TO 
BRITAIN TO TRY TO GET INTO 
AIRCREW. IT WAS THAT THE TIDES ON THE TURN, YOU 
THAT WANT TO COME IN ON THE ACT. 


FLINGING GREGG A CHIT, THE RECRUITING OFFICER TOLD HIM O REPORT TO 
LORD'S CRICKET GROUND. seer MADE_HIS WAY THERE, SMARTING UNDER THE 
UNSYMPATHETIC TREATMENT... . 








IN HIG OWN LINE, GREGG WAS AN ABLE TECHNICIAN—AND HE FOUND THE LECTURE 
COURSES EASY AND FASCINATING. THE TIME CAME FOR HIS FEZ6T TRAINING a. 


ee eae T'S RIGHT 
CALLED AN AEROPLANE. THERE \ > ENOUGH, SI? — JUST LiKe 
'%S A NOSE AT ONE END, AND A TAL }—- SUNOPRLANO | WAS SHOT 
AT THE OTHER = ion IN OVER THE 
ATLANTIC..../ 


GREGG PUT IN A. LOT OF FLYING TIME IN THE FOLLOWING WEEK. WE GOT USED TO 
HANDUNG THE MAGISTER IN SIMPLE MANOEUVRES. SOON READY 
[FIST SOLO LANDING ATTEMPT... « 





GPEGS GROUGHT OFF HS SOLO 
LANOWG ALL RIGHT, SO THAT 
THEY 


DION'T UKE THE IDEA’, HE HAD ONLY GEEN JOKING 
MAGISTER DROPPED 


—- GUT 
gall PIT OF HIS 
VY PELT 





AB THE MAGISTE? 
PICKEO UP AIR 


SUNDERLAND WHEN 

SaTRAPPEO IN WIS SEAT, STABBED INTO 
GREGG'E MINO... AND HE FROZE ON TO 
THE MAGIGTER’S CONTROLS WITH RIGID, 
PANIC- BTRICKEN MUGCLES, HIS gvEsS ~“ 
UNGEEING... 


TAKE HER OUT OF IT NOW, 
' GREGG...CENTRALICS THE RUCOER... 





WITH G@EGG'S HANDS AND FEET LOCKING THE CONTROLS, THE INSTRUCTOR 
COULD OO NOTHING. AS THE MAGISTER SPUN DOWNWARDS, HE YELLED AGAIN ANOG 
AGAIN INTO THE SPEAKING TUBE... USELESSLY. THEN, YANKING OFF HIS sare A aie 
BELT, HE ROSE IN THE COCKDIT, GRABBING THE FIRE EXTINGUISHE R... 
OKAY, MY 
SON...IF NOTHING 
ELSE WILL SHIFT. you] ° 
TMS Witt...! 


SORRY.... 


BUT THIS 16 
THE ONLY 





MEANWHILE, ON THE GROUND. | 
THERE HAD BEEN 
INTERESTED WATCHERG... 


C3 Gi CAME IN , 
THE INSTRUCTOR AT THE CONTROLS, 
ANO GREGG SPRAWLED SENGELEGE 
IN THE FRONT COCKPIT... 


suave’ ('V@ EVER HAD...WHAT 
A PITY YOUNG GREGG HAD TO 
BLOT HI6 COPYBOOK LIKE 
THI... IT'LL MEAN THE 
ENO OF HIS FLYING 
CARGER... 


GREAT SCOTT ' JOHNSON 
TOOK THAT SPIN RATHER CLOSE 
TO THE OgcK! Hes EITHER 
GETTING CARELESE IN HIG 
OLD AGE, OF HE'E TRYING TO 
PUT THE WIND UP THE 
TRAINEE ! 


(T WAS THE LAST TIME JIMMY GREGG 
WOULD EVER BE ALLOWED TO SIT INA 
MAGIGTER COCKPIT...HE SHOOK HIS 
HEAD DAZEOLY AS THE INSTRUCTOR 
UNOID Hi6 STRAPS AND HAULED 





THE INSTRUCTOR TOOK GREGG THE 
AND BOUGHT HIM A HOT DRINK... THEN LEO” 
HIM TO A DISCREET CORNER TABLE 


MO6T AS IF. -.NO, THERE'S 
NO POINT IN 
EXPLAINING .-- 


SORRY IT HAD TO HAPPEN 
ADDIE... YOU REALIGE, OF 


8 
TAKE YOU OFF ELYING 
TRAINING...!'M AFRAID IT 
GS THE USUAL THING 
IN THIG KIND OF 
CAGE... 


ANO SO THAT ONE FATAL INCIDENT GEEMED TO PUT PAY TO GREGG'S niece 
EVER FLYING WITH BOMBER COMMAND. IN HIS FINAL INTERVIEW WITH THE 
AS LET DOWN GENTLY... FOR THE C.0., WAS AN UNDERSTANDING MAN. BUT ins 


DID NOT GASE GREGG'S UAE ans ak 


GREGG. WE'RE NOT AL 

CuT OUT TO BE FLYERS... 
HERE'S A HUNDREO A 

O ONE OTHER JOBS IN THe 


| COULD OVERCOME 
THIS THING! 


~ 


v 
ANies we 





Chapter 2, TaU-GUANERS ALIBI 


TER A THOROUGH TRAINING IN ALL BRANCHES FF OKAY, AIRMAN 
OF THE ARMOQURERG TRADE...AUTOMATIC — 
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JADRON WAS SHORT OF ARMOURERS, AND THE NEXT FEW DAYS 
FOUND GREGG MOVING FROM ONE LANCASTER TO ANOTHER 
DISMANTLING THE BROWNINGS FROM THE TURRETS AND STRIPPING 
ANO CLEANING BACH GUN. IT WAS A TRICKY JOB ANDO A THANKLESS 
ONE. GREGG SELDOM HAD A WORD FROM THE AIR GUNNERS, UNTIL 


IT UP OUT IN HOLLYWOOD! WHAT 
ARE YOU DOING HERE? 


ARE THE MAN WHO KEEPS PooR WS 
Pa] BLIGHTERS LIKE ME ON THE TROT \_ 
ALL DAY CLEANING THEIR GUNS! 





SIME HAD NEVER BEEN A CLOSE FRIEND, BUT SEEING AN OLD FAMILIAR 
FACE INDUCED GREGG TO LEAVE THE SWELTERING TURRET FORA 
= : ; P YOU FIND 
- CLEANING BROWNING 
GUNG SUCH A CHORE... 


WHY ARGN'T YOu IN 
AIRCREW? 


a Se ee es 
0 fon ns a tt i gg te res. 
ae ed Ot we 
Vee,_. pg RS et og 


ore 


REW CHAPS WERE GATHERED AROUND THE N.A.A.F.I. 


E 
WAGON. GREGG ENVIEO THEIR CAREFREE CONFIDENCE AS HE 
LISTENED TO DAVE SIME “SHOOTING A LINE? ABOUT HIS 


UR BUT  GTILL MANAGED TO 
GIVE THE M.&. ANOTHER BURST 
ANO THEN }... 





GUNNER'S OUTY TO LOOK AFTER HIS 
OWN GUNG, BUT DAVE SIME WAS CONTENT TO 


(gave IT TO THE ARMOURER... 
LOOK, CHUM! 100 


COME FROM GOME SPROG OF AN 
ARMOURER WHO CAN’T 


WHITE WITH RAGE AND FRUSTRATION 


GREGG RETURNED TO THE ARMOURY, 
WHERE THE STRIPPING AND CLEANING OF 
Sao BROWNING GUNS KEPT 


HEY, AIRMAN! DON'T LET SIME GET 
YOU TO OO ALL HIG WORK FOR HIM.I'VE 
HAD TO COMPLAIN MORE THAN 


LEADER! HE'S ALAZY DEVIL! 


THAT'S OKAY, 
GARGE! HE'S GOT 
QUITE A TOUGH 
JOB ON HIS 
PLATE! 


LIKE CRACKS 
Lic@ THAT... ESPECIALLY WHEN THEY 


YOUR GUNS WERE 


GREGG WAS RIGHT. THE TAIL-GUNNER OF 
SACH BOMBER WAS THE MAN WHOSE 
VIGILANCE, ANO SKILL WOULD COUNT 
FOR NOTHING IF HIS GUNS JAMMED 
JUST BEFORE A NIGHT FIGHTER 
ATTACK! THAT NIGHT GREGG 

WATCHED THE SQUADRON PREPARE FOR 
‘TAKE-OFF. THE TARGET WAS THE MIGHTY 
RUHR VALLEY THES PERSONAL NIGHTMARE OF 
EVERY BOMBER CREW... 


SEEMS TO ME, GIME, THAT 
YOU'RE LEAVING A LOT TO 


CLEAN YOUR OWN GUNS. IF 
THEY HAVE A STOPPAGE 
WE'LL BE RIGHT UP THE 
Cres! 





THE PILOT OF SIMES AIRCRAFT WAS 

NOT ALTOGETHER SATISFIED WITH 

HIS ’LINE-SHOOTING R&AR GUNNER. 

ME WAS LEAVING NOTHING TO 

CHANCE... 

——— oe 

ee TAN COUN GED 

SEE THAT YOU TEST 
YOUR GUNS WHEN: 


DON'T TONIGHT... 
WITH THIS MOON ITLL 


THE GATHERING WAVES OF THE MAIN BOMBER FORC 
AGSEMSLEDO ABOVE THE COLD WHITE FINGER OF 


RENOEZVOUS 





LEAVING THE RENDEZVOUS POINT FOR THE 
BNEMY COAGT WAS A DANGEROUS TIME 
WITH FOUR HUNO#@ED BOMBERS WHEELING ON 
TO THE SAME COURSE OVER A PATCH OF 
THE NORFOLK COAST... VERY OANGEROUG.... 


WHEW! THAT 


WAS A NEAR 
Ons! 


WAS GOING TO COME 
IN THROUGH THE ROOF, 
SKIPPER! .- 


THE NORTH GEA SOON LAY BENEATH THE ‘BOFFING', AG THE SCIENTISTS WERE 


THEM IN THE MOON GLOW... KNOWN IN THE R.A.F, HAD PERFECTED A 
NIGHT-FIGHTER WARNING OEVICE KNOWN 
AS MONICA, MONICA SIGNALLED THE 
APPROACH OF A FIGHTER BYA TICKING 
NOISE, RELAYEO ON TO THE INTERCOM, 


TESTING MY 
GUNS NOW, SKIPPER! 
ALL FIRING 
PERFECTLY! SWITCH ON MONICA, 
WIRELESS OPERATOR! 
ENEMY COAST AHEAD! 
EVERYONE KEEPA 
SHARP LOOK-OUT FOR 
FIGHTERS! ‘ 





EXCEPT FOR BRIEF SQUIRTS OF LIGHT FLAK FAR 
BENGATH THEM, THE NIGHT 6KY ABOVE HOLLAND 
WAS QUIET...VERY QUIET...TOO QUIET, 


Setar HEY THERE, GIME!! DON'T 
: ay LIKE IT! EVEN MONICAS QUIET! 
| CAN‘T HELP FEELING THE aa 
JERRY'S ARE WATCHING 
Nu-s AND WAITING ! 


ENT. MONICA 


: RS WERE OC 
GTARTED TO TICK QUIETLY. GRADUALLY AND INSISTENTLY THE SOUND INCREASED IN 
VOLUME...HIG STOMACH CONTRACTING WITH FEAR, SIME ROTATED HIS TURRET 
Y FROM PORT TO STARBOARD IN HIS SEARCH FOR THE INVIGIBLE 


HEY, SKIPPER...CAN‘T WE 
GET OUT OF THIS?...IF A 
FIGHTER COMES OUT OF 





UNNERVING TICK OF MONICA 
AND THE FEAR OF AN ENEMY 
APPROACHING THROUGH THE 
CLOUDS 6GTRIPPED THE LAST 
PRETENCE OF COURAGE coors 


| CAN'T STAY HERE! 
MUST GST OUT! I'LL SAY 
THE GUNG JAMMED... 
ANYTHING... / MUST 
aie GET our! 





THE BOMBER PLOUGHED ON THROUGH THE HELLO, SIME, WATCH 
BROKEN CLOUD, WITH MONICA'S TICKING THE STARBOARD QUARTER 
NEARING ITS PEAK. THE LANCASTER’S ONLY AND I'LL TAKE THE PORT! 
DEFENCE NOW AGAINST THE APPROACHING] Sxse . HELLO, SIME. ARE YOu 
FIGHTERS WAS THE MID-UPPER, WHO, LIKE 2 RECEIVING MEF TAIL- 
THE REST OF THE CREW, DID NOT REALISE J GUNNER, ARE 

THAT THE TAIL-GUNNER WAS CROUCHING 2 * YOU RECEIVING 


ME? 





MiID-UPPER GUNNER GAVE 
[A STRANGLED VELP.. . 


\. 


HARD TO PORT... BUT 
IT WAS TOC’LATSE... 





te OTRICKEN LANCASTER PLUNGED INTO A 
WHEELING DIVE...THE TWO NIGHT FIGHTERS 
RETURNED RELENTLEGSLY TO THE ATTACK.... 


LOOK OUT, SKIPPER! 
COMING IN AGAIN! GET 
“7 READY TO CORKGECREW!...HEY, TAIL 
GUNNER... ARE YOU ALL RIGHT? TAIL 
GUNNER, ARE YOU ALL RIGHT? 


E THE FIGHTERG STRUCK... TING TIME FOR THE KILL...BUT 
FOL.EO 


MOk 
THE CLOGE-PACKED CLOUD 


PILOT 
CREW, ARE 
ALL RIGHT 


HERG...I'M OKAY, 
SKIPPER! 


AND CHECK ON THE 
TAIL - GUNNER! 





WITH THE BOMBS JETTISONGDO THE LIMPING | ]BY THE TIME THE WIRELESS OPERATOR 
LANCASTER HAD A CHANCE TO RETURN GTUMBLED DOWN THE FUSELAGE, SIME 
SAFELY...BUT ONLY iF THE CLOUDS WOULD] [HAD REGAINED SOME OF HIS CONTROL 
SHELTER THEM, UNTIL THE DUTCH COAST IANO WAS BACK IN HIS SEAT IN THE REAR 


ONLY JUST CLEARNED IT! 
VO LIKE TOGET MY 
HANDS ON THE DARNED 
, ARMOURER WHO 
SERVICEO THIS 


OLO CRATE HAS 
REALLY COPPEO 


HOLDING HER . 
TOGETHER? — 


WITH THE WIND ROARING INTO THE GHATTEREDO st ge WAS NO TIME TO 


LISTEN TO EXPLANATIONS... THE WIRELESS OPERATOR 6T, REO BACK TO HIE 
POSITION TO CONTACT BASE FOR A BEARING FOR HOME. LOSING HEIGHT ANO WITH 
ONE ENGINE WRITTEN OFF, THE LANCASTER CAME IN TO LANO TWO HOURE LATER 


; LLOQ BEESWING, 
HELLO, BEESGWING...! 
AM TURNING IN 
Now! OVER! 





LOT MR HT THE BATTERED AIRCRAFT 
(ENTLY DOWN. THEY TAXIED AROUND THE 
PERIMETER TRACK TO THEIR CIGPERSAL 
POINT. SIME HAD LONG SINCE OSCIDED ON 
THE LING HE WAS GOING TO TAKE ...HE 
WEHEARSEDO IN HIS MIND WHAT HE 
INTENOEO TO DO... 


sr 


\ RESPONSIBLE! ILL 


6KIN HIM! _. f 


4& ALWAYS THE FAITHFUL GROUND-CREW 
WERE WAITING FOR THEIR AIRCRAFT. AS 
THE COUGHING ENGINES CUT, THE FIRGT 
MAN TO LEAP OUT WAS SIME, EAGER TO 
CLEAR HIMGELF OF HIG COWARDICE BY 
LAYING THE BLAME ON THE ARMOURER... 


{ 


Uo an 0 baemre 





MAM AOR ee at es” 


FEAR AND THE DESIRE TO UUGBTIFY HIG COWARDICE FANNED SIME'S 
‘ANGER UNTIL HE ALMOGT BELIEVED THAT GREGG HAD REALLY 
NEGLECTEO HIS JOG...HE STUTTERED WITH RAGE... 





THAT'LL DO, GIME! if ANYONE 
HAS NEGLECTED HIG JOB HE‘LL | 
IT... .BUT UNTIL WE'VE 


GERGEANT AND GREGG CHECKED THE SERVO AMMUNITION FEED... 
paayp tosh DEVICE THAT FEO BELTS OF AMMUNITION INTO THE REVOLV’ 


LOOKS OKAY TO ME. GREGG! 
WE'LL HAVE TO WAIT FORA 
PROPER INSPECTION OF COURSE, 
BUT I'D BET MY BOOTS IT'S WORKING 
P&RFECTLY! | KNOW THAT FELLER 
SIME... TAKE (IT FROM ME, 
HEB UP TO NO GOOD! 


| THINK 
YOU'RE RIGHT, 
SARGE! BUT WHAT'S 
THE PAY OFF, THAT'S 
WHAT I'D LIKE: 
O KNOW! 





sw8iMa) AND THE 


I'VE HALF A MINO TO 


O88 ANT WALKEDEE GO RIGHT NOW ANO REPORT 


ee w TO THEIR THIS TO THE C.O.... 


uiaTe@ AS THE 
1t1AWN BROKE 
(Vi THE LINCOLN 
(OUNTRYBIDE... 


MY: FOOT/. 


| ATER THAT DAY GREGG LEFT THE 
A®MOURY AND MADE HIS WAY TO DAVE 
61M@'@ HUT...HE ENTERED WITHOUT 
KNOCKING ANO SHUT THE DOOR... 


CUT THAT OUT! \ 
| HAVEN'T GOT MUCH 
YOU WANT ME TO Ii TO SAY, BUT ! ADVISE 
CONGRATULATE YOU TO LIGTEN TO 
YOU FOR HAVING MeE...VERY 
M660 UP y 
yYOUR JOB? YOU 


FAULTY GERVO- FEED 


GREGG EXPLAINED CLEARLY ANO COLDL' 
THAT THE GTORY OF THE JAMMED 
GERVO-FEED WAS A DOWNRIGHT LIE. A 


CHECK-UP BY THE ARMAMENTS OFFICER 

THAT MORNING HAD SHOWN THAT 

THE FEED WAS WORKING PROPERLY... 
eee LOOK, MAN! I KNOW YOU'VE GO ‘ 


{A TOUGH JOB! MAYBE 


MANY OPERATIONS! MAYGE YOUR 
NERVE: FAILED...THAT CAN HAPPEN 
TO ANYONE! BUT DON'T TRY ANO 
PASS THE BUCK! f 

Ly 
‘i 





BUT SIME'6 BLUSTER COULD NOT STAND UP 
TO GREGG'S BLEAK STARE. WORDS 
GTARTED TO FAIL HIM AND HIS ANGER 
SUDDENLY OEFLATED. HE COLLAPSED ON 
HIS BED, THE NERVE SHATTERED, 
EXHAUSTED MAN THAT HE WAS... 


| DON'T KNOW... 1 CAN'T GO 


ON... 1! CAN'T GO AGAIN TONIGHT. 
ALL ALONE IN THE TAIL...WAITING... 
me WAITING...AND SOONER OR 
™ LATER...OH,GOSH, YOU 
: WOULON'T 


UNDERSTAND! 





IS OWN ORDEAL BY FEAR, AND HOW EVER SINCE HE 
AD BEEN DESPERATELY WISHING FOR SOME OPPORTUNITY TO PROVE 
--.1'D GIVE MY RIGHT ARM WOULDN'T KNOW HOW TO GIVE 
O FLY ON AN OPERATION AS 
A TAIL GUNNER! CAN'T 1GO 


EVADING ACTION, YOU WOULDN'T, 
INSTEAD OF YOU , 


KNOW HOW TO ALLOW 
TONIGHT? 


att 


cag wert 





{FILL IN THE GAPS! 


32 


MAD AS GREGG'G IDEA WAS... HE 
WA6 SOON ABLE TO TALK SIME INTO 
BEING A PARTY TO THE SWITCH-OVER. 
| 7 ---\'VE LISTENED IN AT 

GUNNERY LECTURES... AND 

I KNOW ALL AB 


ooo THIS (8 MEALLY 


BTICKING My NECK 
Our! 7 - 


THE NEXT TWENTY-FOUR 
HOURS WOULD SHOW... 





Chapter S. THE Switcu-Over 


A FEW HOURS LATER IN SIME’S BILLET, GREGG WAS BRIEFED IN HIS DUTIES...HOW TO 
REPORT ACCURATELY AN APPROACHING FIGHTER... HOW TO GIVE PRECISE AND CLEAR 
INSTRUCTIONS SO THAT THE PILOT MIGHT APPLY IMMEDIATE EVASIVE ACTION. HOW TO 
6EARCH THE NIGHT SKY...IN FACT A REAR GUNNER'S COURSE IN TWO HOUR: 


«e+ THEN IF THE 
NAVIGATOR ASKS 


SIME HAD GIVEN GREGG ONLY Uiy-d BARG OUTLINE. .OF HIS JOB...BUTA omian’ | 
PROBLEM CONFRONTED THEM BOTH...HOW TO INSTAL GR EGG IN THE REAR 
TURRET WITHOUT THE REST OF THE CREW KNOWING. 
RIGHT, AND DON'T 
¥,.. TOMORRO 


YOU NIP INTO THE TURRET... KEEP 
YOUR HEAD DOWN AND WAIT. I'LL 
SLIP geet _ HE OTHERS 





BP. 1548 





GREGG LEFT GIME AND WENT OVER ANO OVER THE MANY THINGS HE WOULD HAVE 
TO REMEMBER THAT NIGHT. THE SINKING FEELING IN HIS STOMACH INCREASED 
AS HE HEARD THE TANNOY CALLING THE CREWS TO BRIEFING... 
o> MEAS y 77. WHY AM | DOING THIS 
IMUST BE CRAZY! DAVELL 
PROBABLY BE JUST 

SCARED TOMORROW 

AS HE 1S TODAY! I'LL 


.l NEVER GET AWAY 
ir! 





AS USUAL OPTIMIG6TIC, THE TIME FOR TAKE-OFF DREW NEAR 
VISIBILITY WOULD BE GOOD ON THE WAY ANO BUSES STOOD BY AT THE 
FLIGHT: ICES TO TAKE THE CREWS 
TO THEI AIRCRAFT... 


WELL...THIG I6 IT/HERE 
§ GO! TOO LATE TO 


HALF AN HOUR LATER SIME AND THE REST OF THE CREW APPROACHED THEIR 
.LANCASTER. THE FITTERS HAD WORKED OVER-TIME TO HAVE HER READY FOR 
THE TRIP.GIME WAITED FOR HIG OPPORTUNITY TO SLIP OFF INTO THE DARKNESS. 


2.0 BY THE WAY, GIME, THE ARMAMENTS SORRY, SKIPPER, IT ; 
OFFICER TOLD ME THAT YOUR SERVO- m WAS PROBABLY AN EMPTY 
FEED WAS ALL RIGHT WHEN HE CARTRIDGE CASE 
TESTEO IT! GEE THAT YOU DON'T 4 JAMMING IT, I'LL SEE 
HAVE onan : IT'S Sain! THIS 





THE SILENCE OF THE NIGHT WAS BROKEN BY THE 
COUGHING ROAR OF MERLIN ENGINES AS THE 
BQUADRON STARTED UP ONE BY ONE. WHILE THE 
GROUNDCREWS WERE OCCUPIED WITH STARTING, 
OAVE SIME SLIPPED OFF INTO THE SHADOWS... 


HAVING HAD HIS FIRET OROER FROM THE 
PILOT, GREGG FELT BETTER. THE TURRET 
WORKED PERFECTLY. AFTER RUNNING : 
THE ENGINES THE LANCASTER TAXIED 
OUT OF DISPERSAL... 


LETS 
y HOPE OURTAIL \ 
GUNNERS NOT GOING 


: TOO RIGHT, 
SKIPPER! 1 RECKON 
THAT THIS TRIP IS 


NIGHT FOR ENEMY 
FIGHTERS! 





THEY WERE NOW AT THe END OF THE RUNWAY... THE THROTTLES 
WERE SLOWLY SEING OPENED... THE GREAT MACHINE THROBBED. 
wit See: tad Lan fl WAS TOO Ate TO TURN BACK NOW. 5 


eee ROG 
guipper! 


'S 
VOICE GOUNDS 
A BIT OOD, SKIPPER... 
DOESN'T SOUND 


ALL! 





 ... HELLO,TAIL-GUNNER! Wy” 
THE FLIGHT ENGINEER 
TELLS ME YOUR VOICE 
HAS CHANGED! WHAT 
1S THE MATTER? 


THE PILOT, WHO HAD BEEN CONCENTRATING ON HIS INSTRUMENTS, HAD NOT 
NOTICED THE DIFFERENCE IN THE VOICE OF HIS TAIL~GUNNER.. . 
bom eet . Z m : i / 


IT’S 
JUST A 
BIT OF SORE 
THROAT 


THROAT, MY FOOT!’ 
THAT'S NOT SIME, 
SKIPPER! 


THE FLIGHT ENGINEER'S SUSPICIONS 
ARQOUGED THE PILOT... 


»2-1'M_GTANOING 
CI eal ees IN FOR SIME, SKIPPER! ‘Giae 
.»- PILOT TO ve. te: [HE WASN'T FIT! TT's Oxay, ae 
TAIL-GUNNSR...6TOP VX. 4.7 GKIPPER, EVERYTHINGS |) ">= 
Bt] PLAVING THE FOOL bere UNDER CONTROL. 
Ma WE'VE GOT ENOUGH TO 





THERE WERE AFEW SECONDS OF COLD SILENCE. GREGG AND THE 
REST OF THE CREW WAITED FOR THEIR PILOT'S OUTSURST. IT 
WASN'T LONG COMING... = eee 


TO 
ME WHOEVER YOU 
ARE! NOW! MAKE [T 
SNAPPY! STANDING IN, 
ARE YOU, BY THUNDER? 
"M4 GOING TO GaT 


BOTTOM 
OF THIS! 


ROM THE TURRET, GREGG 
PILOT'S COCKPIT. THE 
RING RAGE. 





FOR THE NEXT FEW MINUTES THE PILOT LASHED 
GREGG WITH HIS TONGUE. BUT IT WAS NO TIME 
FOR WORDS. THE ENEMY COAST WAS DRAWING 


Bw 
HAVE TO MAKE THE BEST OFA BAD 
JOB. GREGG RETURNED TO THE TURRET 
AND SEARCHEO THE EMPTY SKY FOR 


NIGHT -FIGHTERS UNTIL HIS EVEBALLS 
ACHED... 


GUNNER TO PILOT. 
EVERYTHING LOOKS 
PRETTY QUIET. 


..eGET BACK INTO THAT 
TURRET’ KEEP YOUR EYES 
SKINNED / I'LL SEE you 
AFTER ALL THIS !S OVER! 
BELIEVE M6&...YOU AND 
MISTER SIME ARK 
GOING TO WISH 
YOU'D NEVER 
BEEN BORN’ 


EVERYTHING WAS PRETTY QUIET. THE 
GERMAN NIGHT-FIGHTER FORCE WAS 
CONCENTRATED ON THE APPROACHES TO 
THE RUHR. THE GREAT FORCEOF — 
BOMBERS THUNDERED OVER OCCUPIED 
FRANCE WITH NO OPPOSITION, ANO THE 
FRENCH ALPS SOON STARTED TO PASS 


IN FIVE MINUTES WE 
GHOULD BE OVER MONT 
BLANC? THEN ALTER 
COURSE TO !25°! 





GREGG PEERED OUT OF THE TURRET...THE GIGANTIC 
PEAKS OF THE ALPS PASSED BENEATH...IF ANYTHING 
WENT WRONG NOW...IFA FIGHTER ATTACKED, OR AN 
ENGINE CUT... THE GWIFT-MOVING MOUNTAIN Ai 
CURRENTG WOULD CLAIM THEM 


so oe 





0. IT CERTAINLY 
18 LONELY SITTING 
HERE. .wsUST WAITING! 
1M BEGINNING TO 
FELL SORRY FOR 
POOR OLD SiMe! 


THE FOCKE WULF [90 CLOSED IN.GREGG'S 
MOUTH ORIED UP...A COLD SWEAT 
BROKE OUT ON HIG FACE. THIG WAS IT! 
COULD HE TAKE {T? 
ENEMY. SIME‘S INSTRUCTIONS : apis ne - 
BACK TO HIM... 


way HELLO, PILOT, FIGHTER, 
7 FIGHTER! COMING IN ON 
THE STARBOARD SIDE, 


AT 900 
PREPARE TO 
TO 6TARBOARD 


a DIVE TO 
6TARBOARD... 
> Go! 





HOUGH GREGGS FIRGT BURST OF FIRE WENT 
WIDE OF THE FIGHTER, IT SUCCEEDED IN MAKING 
THE JERRY THINK TWICE. THE F.W. ISO WENT 

‘OUND AGAIN 


WE'LL GET HIM di tie 
TIME! PREPARE TO DIVE TO 
GTARBOARD AGAIN | 





A&6 THE FIGHTERS Aas SHELLS SCREAMED PAST THE TURRET, 
GREGG TOOK CAR ANDO PRESSED THE TRIGGERS... 


THE FIGHTER REARED UP GUODENLY WITH ORANGE 
FLAME BELLYING OUT OF THE ENGINE. 
HE PILOT! 





A6 THE FIGHTER PLUMMETED INTO A BNOW-BOUND VALLEY... 
ANO WERE ALMOST LEVEL W 


RGED Dow fl a ag THE 
ALPS. THE ANTi- AIRCEART DEFENCES 
WERE AT FIRST a 





Omss 
GOING NOW, 
SKIPPER! 


AM gh 


Aas 
I 
F 
3 
F 





R SLEWED OVER LIKE A WOUNDED BIRD 


WE'RE HIT... 
THE AILERON 
CONTROL IS SHOT UP! 
| CAN'T GET THE 

PORT 


SKIPPER ILL GIVE 
YOU MORE STARBOARD 
ENGINE POWER/THAT 

MIGHT EVEN HER 


BUT NOTHING WOULD SRING DOWN THE PORT WING. 
THE BOMBER CIRCLED INA WIDE TURN AS PILOT 
ANO NAVIGATOR BATTLED TO CONTROL HER. 
SUDDENLY ANOTHER SHELL BURST AMIDSHIPS... 


PILOT TO CREW: 
DILOT TO CREW! REPORT 
YOUR POGITIONG ! 


WIRELESS 
OPERATOR 
STILL HERE, 

Skipper? 


RIGHT! : 
PILOT TO CREW’ 





IN THE REAR TURRET GREGG HAD HEARD 
THE GECOND FLAK-BURET HIT THE 
FUSELAGE. HIS INTERCOM INSTANTLY WENT 
DEAD. HE WAS NOW CUT OFF FROM THE 
REGT OF HIG CREW. HE TURNED THE 
TURRET RIGHT ROUNO TO PORT TO S&E 

IF HE COULD DO&TRCT SIGNS OF FIRE... 


HELLO, TAIL 
GUNNNER REPORT, 
PLEAGE! 


© THE ABANDON 
AIRCRAFT POSITION, 
6KIPPER! HE’S ON HIS 
WAY OUT, U THINK! HE 
PROBABLY UNPLUGGED 
HIS INTERCOM 
BEFORE BALING 
our! 


BUT BEFORE GOING BACK TO THE 
TAIL TURRET THE MIO-UPPER 
GUNNER OPENED THE PEAR DOOR. 
THE GREAT BOMBER GUDDENLY 


HE'S TURNED HIS TURRET] 


IN EITHER OF THE PORT OR STARBOARD 
BEAM POGITIONS, A REAR GUNNER COULD 
JETTISON THE TURRET DOORS AND THEN 
BY MERELY LEANING OVER BACKWARDS 


- [BALE OUT. 


PILOT TO CREW, ABANOON 

AIRCRAFT! ABANDON AIRCRAFT! Bb 

MID-UPPER GUNNER, CHECK 
ON THE TAIL ey ae . 





THE PILOT WAIT&O UNTIL THE CREW HAD BALED OUT. HE CALLED UP 
~NO REPLY. 


= Bs 
ier mt 





- Chapter 2. Lowe Trip Home 


A SUSPICION THAT WAS ALMOST A o.- THE MID-UPPER'S NOT ‘@ 
IN HIS TURRET...1 CAN'T SEE A 
THE NAVIGATOR 2 
EITHER... 


GREGG WORKED HIS breil 
THE PILOT'S POSITION. H 
SUSPICIONS WERE CONFIRMED. oo. WHY 
THE ROARING OF j’ HAVE THEY 
; A BALED OUT? SHE ee 
TO BE FLYING 
PERFECTLY! 


LEAR 





TO GREGG'S GURPRICG THE 
LANCAGTER O10 NOT 
SARTHWARD. IT VAWED VIOLENTLY 
THREE TIMEG... THEN WITHOUT 
WARNING... THE PORT WING 
RIGHTED ITEGELE... 


HOLY SMOKE! THE 
AILERON'S NOT JAMMED 
NOW! 1 CAN TAKE HER HOME 
IF | WANT TO! IF | WANT TO, 
THAT'S FUNNY!!'VE GOT 
TO GET HOME! 








ONCE OFCIOED, GREGG Shean leigaed W I'LL JUST KEEP My EYE ON THE THREE 
THE DETAILG OF HIG POSITION.. MAIN INGTRUMENTS..-ALTIMETER...AIR | 0 
HEIGHT 12,000FT... Al? SPEED SP&ED INDICATOR... AND ARTIFICIAL 
250 KNOTS...COURGE HORIZON! THE OTHERS I'LL JUST 
FORGET ABOUT! WHY OID | 
GTICK My NECK OUT? I 
RECKON I'D BETTER FLYA 
oon ee OF 340°,! SHOULD ; 

' IT ENGLAND SOM 





HE FOUND THE GREAT AIRCRAFT SURPRISINGLY LIGHT ON THE CONTROLS. BY 
APPLYING GOME OF THE FACTS HE HAD LEARNED AT HIS ELEMENTARY FLYING 
HOOL HE WAS ABLE TO KEEP ON COURGE...AND AT THE SAME 
ABLE TO GAIN HEIGHT GRADUALLY... THIG WAG IMPORTANT. THE ALPS 
wees NOT" FAR AHEAD ANO THEI® cao LB HEIGHT was 17, OOOFT. 


THI6 18 Fine! 
EVERYTHING UNDER 
CONTROL! 





‘BUT GREGG HAONT BEEN TO BRIEFING. HE HADN'T HEARD THE MET MAN'S FORECAST OF 
“COLO FRONTS” COMING IN FROM THE ATLANTIC, “COLO FRONTS* WERE THE PILOTS’OLD 
ENEMY. THERE WERE ONLY THREE ALTERNATIVEG...TO CLIMS OVER THEM...TO GO 

|UNOER THEM... OR TO FLY ROUND THE sige OF Tae. GREGG WAS LEFT WITH ONLY 


CLM @ ‘OVER THIS FRONT! THAT MEANS AT 
LEAST ANOTHER THR: ea THOUSAND 
FERT/WE WELL, Here W z GO! 


ONE ALTERNATIVE... 


| ant 4. ; 





THE LANCASTER SHOOK ITSELF FREE OF THE FIRST WREATHS OF 
THE GTORM CLOUDS. BENEATH HIM GREGG SAW A GOFT COTTON 
WOOL GEA OF CLOUD. WAS THIS SAFETY AT LAST: 


TWENTY FOUR THOUSAN 
FEET.’ THAT SHOULD BE OUT 
OF THE REACH OF THE 
FIGHTER Boys’ 





THE FIRGT THAT GREGG KNEW OF THE 
ATTACK WAS TO SEE THE TRACER 
STREAKING ABOVE WIM.HE REACTED 
INSTINCTIVELY... HE THRUST THE 
STICK WELL FORWARD ANDO PLUNGED 
THE AIRCRAFT INTO THE TURMOIL OF 
STORM CLOUDS BENEATH HIM... 


MUCH MORE 
OF THIS AND SHE'LL 
BREAK UP! MUST CLIMB 
OUT...8TICK BACK...OPEN 
THROTTLEG. .. INCREASE 
PITCH / IE} @VER GET OUT 
OF THIG I'LL NaVaR 
PLY AGAIN / 





PANIC GRIPPED 


FEW MOMENTS 
GREGG. THEN GUODENLY SOMETHING 
GEEMED TO GNAP IN HIS MIND... HE 
REMEMBERED THE WORDS OF HIS 
INSTRUCTOR 





THE SPIN HAO COST ALOT OF HEIGHT AND HAD ie , 
TAR eee aay meer ee tr Pee 
LUCKIL = 

FLAT COUNTRY OF FRANCE. HE WAS OFF COURSE [EC/ 7) AO. LET'S HOPE 
AND THE GROUND BENEATH WAS OBSCURED IN  [—S ie ALONE ORELACTM 
DARKNESS. HE TURNED ON COURSE AND ‘A DEAD DUCK ! 
CONCENTRATED ON HIS INSTRUMENTS. HE HOPED 


1B COAST OF FRANCE WAG APPROACHING.GREGG Ba” GREAT 6COTT! ; 
OULD JUBT DIGCERN THE OUTLINE AGAINGT THE Pa t'WA NEARLY ON THE Jae 
TOTAL BLACKNESE OF THE LANO BENEATH HIM. ogcK! 
A rie FLAW BA wp oP UP. GREGG 


+ “unmar 


ek, 





THE GIANT BOMBER 
SWUNG...AND MISSED 
THE CHURCH TOWER 
BY INCHES. 


NO MORE STANDING 
IN FOR TAIL 
opto —y | FOR OC 

ME 


AT LAST HE REACHED THE C . THE QUEGTION IS...WHAT AM 
AG JIMMY GREGG FLEW OVER THE | GOING TO DO NOW? DO | LAND AT 
GEA HE TRIED TO GAIN HEIGHT, THE FIRET AERODROME ?...OR 
BUT WAG AFRAIO TO CLIMB TOO 

HIGH AS PETROL MUST BE LOW... 





LAND LOOMED AHEAD OF HIM. GREGG RECOGNIZED AT ONCE THAT THEY 
WERE APPROACHING THE IGLE OF WIGHT. HE GRABBED THE NAVIGATORS 
CHART PROM HIS TABLE AND WORKED OUT A ROUGH COURSE FOR BASE. - 


Y THE COURGE GHOULD SE 
013°... NOW LET'S GAY THE WIND 
16 THE SAME AS THE LAST 
NAVIGATOR'S CHECK...H'M... 
OH, WELL, I'LL FLY 025° 


AFTER ANOTHER HOUR'S FLYING GREGG 
THE FAINT OUTLING OF WASH 


yp Xi 
A 


ne Seon es 
mE roe. Al 





THE NEXT ANNOUNCEMENT HELLO BERSWING! HELLO BEESWING’ 

6HOOK THE FLYING CONTROL THIS IS NICKRA F.FREODIE! THIS IS THE 

PERGONNEL... TAIL GUNNER CALLING ... GIVE ME 
INGTRUCTIONS AS TO HOw i ae 


THIS CRATE! ! CAN'T BAL 
CAN'T eg pati PARACHUTE... oe 


IN TENSE SILENCE THE FLYING CONTROL LISTEN, CAREFULLY. F FReootE ! 
PERSONNEL HEARD THE DUTY PILOT TURN INTO THE WIND...TRY AND BE 


GIVING HIG INSTRUCTIONS... AT SOOFT WHEN YOU TURN’ THEN PUT 


THE FLAPS DOWN’ YOU'LL FIND THE 
FLAP LEVER MARKED WITH A 
GREEN LIGHT?’ BRING THE POWER 


BACK TO ZERO BOO6T ! ANO SEE 


THAT HER SPEED DOESN'T 
DROP BELOW 96 knore, 2 





OU'RE DOING 
FINE/ KEEP THAT 
RATE OF DESCENT! 
REMEMBER IF 
YOU PRANG...CUT 
THE ENGINE 
SWITCHES ABOVE / 

YOUR HEAD!’ 


QGREGQ'S MOUTH WAS ORY 

POUNDED AS THE FLARE PATH LOOMED 
NEARER AND NEARER... BUDDENLY IT WAS 
PIGHT AvWEAD OF HIG.,.A R FEW 





AS THE LANCASTER ROLLED SLOWLY TO A STANDSTILL AT & 


THE ENO OF THE RUNWAY, THE C.O'S CAR RUGHEO TO 
THE SCENE. WEARILY GREGG CLIMBED OUT. THEY 
RECOGNIZE HIM. HE MUST GET TO GIME’S BILLET. BUT 
WAS IT TOO LATE? - 


GREAT SHOW! REALLY 
FIRGT RATE EFFORT! 
YOURE SERGEANT 

SIME, ARENT 
You? 


GOOD! WELL, HOP 
IN/ I'LL RUN YOU TO THE 
O@-BRIEFING ROOM TO 
HEAR YOUR TALE! 


ALTHOUGH SURPRISED THE C.O.DID 
NOT OBJECT TO THE REQUEST. 
GREGG HURRIED 7O SiImMe'’s @ILLET. 
THE LIGHT WAS ON. HE BURGT IN! 
GREGG, THAN 
HEAVEN YOU'RE BACK! 
HOW DID IT GO? 
OID YOU... 


222 LOO ONT 
‘WASTE TIME IGET INTO 
THIS FLYING KIT AND 





GIME WAS 80 APPALLED AT GREGG'S BUT THIS IS UNBELIEVABLE! 
TALE THAT HE COULD HARDLY LOOK, | CAN'T GO AND SAYALL 
FUVING WIT ON PUTTING ON HIS THAT TO THEM 


THEY WOULD 
NEVER BELIEVE ME! 


oR 
@HOT’. THE C.O. AND 
THE INTELLIGENCE OFFICER LISTENED Serer 


«ee AND THAT'S THE LOT, 
Gi... THE OLO KITE IS. 





AS THE C.0. SPOKE SIME REALISED THAT DIDN'T DO IT? WHATON 
HE COULD NEVER® GO THROUGH WITH GARTH DO YOU MEAN? OF 
THE LIE. THE CONGRATULATIONG COURSE YOU OID’ you 
SEARED HIM WITH SHAME... 
2-- I'M GORRY, SIR! 
BUT I'M AFRAID THAT 
1 DION'T OO 
THis / 


|THE C.0. LISTENED WITH GET FACE. Hl WAITED | 
UNTIL SIME'S STORY CAME TO A HALTING END... 
eoe A QUEER BUSINESS 
INDEED! THIS FELLER GREGG... 
. YOU SAY HE DID THIS FOR 


Wo) 


—————— 


3 V4) — = : - 4" : ns Wo 
kei 


>” WELL | SUPPOSE Vy" 
B/ vou MUST HAVENEEDED “& 
IT BADLY TO DO SUCH ADARN 
FOOL THING! THE BEST THING IS 
TO GAY NO MORE ABOUT IT, HAVE 
LAC. GREGG REPORT TO MY 
OFFICE AT IO'CLOCK! 





THE C.0. KNEW THAT A MAN WAS NOT A COWARD BECAUSE HE SUDDENLY 
FELT WE COULON’'T FLY. HE KNEW THAT GIME NEEDED A REST, AND 
woul - am oe GO BACK TO THE FIGHT. HE WAS RIGHT. BUT, GREGG... 
AN L.A.C. ARMOURER GOING ON OPERATIONS ...IT WAS INCREDI@LE. 


ees NOW THEN, GREGG, I'VE HEARD WHAT 
YOU HAVE TO GAY. YOU'VE DONE VERY WELL! 
VERY WELL IND&ED-1 ee MAY NOT... 

PUT YOU FORWARD FO R AIRCREW 
TRAINING: eur ONE THING | AM GOING 
TO DO IS TO PUT YOU ONA CHARGE! 
YOU'VE OBVIOUGLY GOT TO LEARN 
DISCIPLINE! 


AS SIME WAS LEAVING THE 
CAMP ON LEAVE HE PASSED 
THE BARRACK GQUARE... 


COME ON THaRE! 
PICK UP YOUR FRET/LOEFY 
RIGHT! LEFT RIGHT / 
COME ON, G 





BUT SIME NEEO NOT HAVE 


OF AMAN WHO HAD 
PROVED HIMGELF IN WHAT 
HE HAD SET OUT TO DO... 
TO FLY WITH THE R.A.F. 
BOMBER CREWS. AND HE 
WAS PRETTY GURE, TOO, 
THAT IT WASN'T GOING TO 
BE HIS LAST FLIGHT. 
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